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humour which many affect, he expected to enjoy much
entertainment in the criticisms of Partridge, from whom
he expected the simple dictates of nature, unimproved
indeed, but likewise unadulterated, by art.
In the first row, then, of the first gallery did Mr.
Jones, Mrs. Miller, her youngest daughter, and Par-
tridge, take their places. Partridge immediately declared
it was the finest place he had ever been in. When the
first music was played, he said it was a wonder how
so many fiddles could play at one time, without putting
one another out! While the fellow was lighting the
upper candles, he cried out to Mrs. Miller, " Look,
look, madam, the very picture of the man in the end
of the Common-Prayer book, before the Gunpowder-
treason service.'* Nor could he help observing, with a
sigh, when all the candles were lighted that here were
candles enough burnt in one night to keep an honest
poor family for a whole twelvemonth.
As soon as the play, which was Hamlet, Prince of
Denmark, began, Partridge was all attention, nor did
he break silence till the entrance of the Ghost; upon
which he asked Jones what man that was in the strange
dress; "something/' said he, "like what I have seen
in a picture. Sure it is not armour, is it?" Jones
answered, " That is the Ghost." To which Partridge
replied with a smile, " Persuade me to that, sir, if you
can. Though I can't say I ever actually saw a ghost
in my life, yet I am certain I should know one, if I saw
him, better than that comes to. No, no, sir, ghosts don't
appear in such dresses as that, neither/' In this mistake,
which caused much laughter in the neighbourhood of